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ON SOME TO-MORROW 

THE COMING WAR 



Greet folly as fit prompter at harangue 

Of emulous divines whose utterance, 

That unbelief for its foul progeny 

Has whelped this fiend of universal war, 

Is but the counterfeit of pious thought. 

These prate as if because men cling no more 

In childish faith to obsolescent creed 

God had ordained that through remorseless years 

Commissioned rivers must run red to seas, 

.And lands, once gay in pride of charm, repine 

For banished harvests' bloom and reapers dead; 

Whilst undesirous, heavy-laden winds 

Come with dread moaning of sore-stricken men, 

And gloating outcries of more infamous 

Adepts at ghastly and revolting trade 

Taught best in Hell, apprentices whereof 

Alike have been the victors and the slain. 

So too does reason scoff at skeptic sneer 

That in this anguished darkness of the world 

Falters but guttered candle of true faith, 

And that its pristine light shall dawn no more 

To recompense the vigil of the soul 

With trust in a pervading Providence. 

For when Time to posterity's avail 
Shall inventory the estates we leave, 
In none such vacancy will there be found 
The wisdom justly meriting acclaim, 
But mockery of outlook upon life, 
Impoverished cavil with unpurposed aim 
Concerning only license ^ deeds of guilt 
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That wrong had wrought and servile custom brooked. 

We know how portents menacing may breed 

Contagious ills, if swept not as of old 

By the destroying besom of God's will; 

And how from torpid and oblivious sleep 

Presaging death, awakening must come 

At times by the alarm and guns of war. 

And though bereavement may not stay its tears, 

Uncomforted amid this spectacle 

Of savagery's carnival of blood, 

Untutored thought alone dare harbor doubt 

That in some overruling, sentient mind 

Reside the sovereign and sequent plans 

To bring to consummation all resolve 

Instinct with aspiration's dreams and prayers; 

That Heaven in the grapple of vain lords 

Sides ever with slaved children of crowned greed 

Condemned to grope in shadow of the sword, 

Until at last for martyred souls is fame 

And shaft to tell the death of vassalage. 

Recurring cycles of assuaging years 

Confirm to us this truth ; and when dire need 

Has moved the pity of God's care, He sends, 

Full quickened with the breath of His desire, 

Anointed messengers to heal the hurt 

And bind the wounds of ages in a day. 

So 'mid dark terror surety we may have 
That though despair be life's investiture 
And for ascendancy Hell wars with Heaven, 
Unto a wronged and desecrated earth 
Envisioned hours will come to manifest 
Guilt-weary nations resting on their arms, 
Enfeebled with a profitless debauch, 
And suppliants for interceding grace: 
The monarchs, whose hereditary lust 
Of rule, grown pitiless by nurtured hate, 
Had banqueted upon the blood of men — 
With heads divested of presumptuous crown 
Which a deluded world has too long deemed 
The sanctuary for kings' murderous thoughts; 
And paled servitors, peopling ghostly ranks 
Bereft of countless ones unsepulchered 
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Save in welcome graves dug by their own hands 
As refuge from insatiate onset, 
Or unremitting and relentless shell; 
And mourners in habiliments of woe 
To match the lamentation of their song. 

Then for the soul, in votive consonance 

With vibrant waves of faith that court release 

From their serene ethereal domain, 

The void, clairvoyant after solitude 

And dowered with divinity of speech, 

Will hold discourse by more inspired Voice 

Than hearkened to when bush or mountain-top 

Or pagan fane was the appointed place 

Wherefrom a god would counsel with his race. 

It will not dwell on concepts of foul shame, 

Nor tell the story of infernal vows 

To which base hordes of men were consecrate, 

And will disclaim avenging thought for crimes 

Of miscreant king or serf; at assize 

Shall they be doomed where red-robed justice sits 

Afar from Mercy-Seat; yet even there, 

— Or else the Christ has lived and died in vain — 

A monster may by contrite deed be saved 

From pangs and horrors of exultant death; 

Albeit a righteous God would never dare, 

Since He would have men glory in His name, 

To let Hell's awful terrors chained at last 

Go free again to drench the world in woe. 

There will resound the clarion summons 

To souls required for the venturous pledge 

To compass and destroy sin's hateful haunts, 

Where long ago there scarcely had been gained 

The outposts of its cruel citadel, 

Defiant yet to every sacrifice 

Those arrogant, barbaric walls to raze. 

Responsive to the words of that appeal 

Legions will rally to be volunteers 

For whom enlistment is to be through life, 

Though no enrollment there would be vouchsafed 

Till choice had been accorded those dismayed 

And f eaf ul of the contest to ensue, 

To take departure from among that throng; 
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And of the ranks thus hy withdrawals thinned 
There shall be trial made to know aright, 
Whether with prudence panoplied are they 
Whose prowess only may not win the goal. 
So through dismissals but the few shall stand 
To answer to the roll call of the Lord — 
A mighty marshaling of His elect 
Twice-sifted like the band of ^Gideon 
For combat with unnumbered heathen foes. 

To these accepted ones that pleading Voice 
With suasion of Archangel will proclaim: 
" You are the heralds of a new made earth 
To bear glad witness of oncoming hosts 
Who following in footsteps you make safe 
Shall enter and possess the promised land. 
If you would falter not in days to come 
Bid you forever to corrupting ease 
Farewell, to self and its consuming love 
Which burns resolve to ashen nothingness, 
And leaves no soil wherein brave deeds may root. 
As you with vows and girded loins go forth, 
Have shield as well as spear at your behest; 
Fervor denied restraint invites defeat 
And weaponless are you without resource 
Which only discipline can give to faith. 
Nor faint for that your numbers be so few ; 
As prophesied of old, the victory 
Not always with the multitude abides; 
It is the loyal Remnant which so oft 
Has served as ransom for a craven bond — 
The veteran few, with crust for a repast, 
Who nourished by high purpose for their strength 
And beating back the onslaught at the walls, 
Have sallied forth with might imperious 
And awed usurping wrong to abdicate 
The place possessed by cunning's devious art 
Or wrested from the watcher by assault." 

The Voice will say how past reverse was met, 
And a redeemed world had recreant been 
To trusts which truth admonished it to keep, 
Turning deaf ears to wisdom's messengers 
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Whom it saw laughed to scorn and overcome, 
Nor murmured aught at their ignoble fate. 
And since as new crusaders in those ranks 
They would essay once more a pilgrimage 
Which ofttimes saints had been unequal to, 
There shall be warning from the solemn Voice 
Of vicious and destroying ills, at war 
With man's progression towards diviner things : 
Of ominous greed that fattens on the food 
Heaped up by those enforced to live in dark 
Prone unto earth, without the ecstasy 
From dreams of fairer dreams or communion 
By the dulled toiler with an ordered mind ; 
Of mouthing of the pharisaic creed, 
And unbelief and baleful blasphemy 
At altars raised to the subservient gods ; 
Of wandering upon treacherous ways 
Where one must go companion with pretense; 
Of shrines dust-laden and unvisited 
Where vaunting valor had forgot to kneel 
And shrive itself for quest of hallowed cause; 
Of spurious fame and riches vast and power 
That guile sells in the market-place for souls. 

Arraigned will be the servitude of child, 
Foul blight of manhood and of motherhood, 
As noisome growth like unto basil-plant 
Flourishing upon graves of buried hopes 
Of parentage, and the despondent State; 
The guilty hands with boastful proffered gifts 
Whereto loud almoners aver no claim 
If challenged in the court of conscience; 
Youth without thrift and old age mendicant ; 
And gold that tarnishes in misers' chests 
Or traffics in the virtue of the weak, 
Or buys preferment for dishonored aim; 
Custom or law, that cringes at demand 
Of labor truculent with weaponed threat, 
Having no retribution for misdeed; 
Justice blind and so enmeshed in precedent, 
It may not minister to mute distress; 
Privilege inherited or purloined 
That with supercilious glance and mien 
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And the affronting tongue bids insolence 
Connive through power to rob desert of meed; 
And vain desire with lordly recompense. 

Against such wrongs and their accursed brood 
Which maim and slay was warfare to be waged 
Till peace abide in honor's dwelhng-place 
Untenanted by feud, and barren lands 
Aflower appear, where blood protesting 
Of heroic dead had mocked endeavor 
Of shamed dust to apparel its dull self 
With beauty's garb of herbage and the rose ; 
Till knowledge have no borders for her realm, 
Well-springs of reason be the source of faith, 
Life the fruition of ennobling zeal, 
Man worship a true God and laud the State 
And be forever to his neighbor kin. 

At last the Voice in reassuring note 
Will covenant with all those dauntless ones, 
If on the march they be dispirited, 
For hope renewed and vehement delight 
Through languid days, and for prophetic dreams 
By night of Triumph's strains in temples blest 
With benediction of benignant stars 
And oriented to the coming Dawn. 

Joseph S. Auebbach. 
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